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Brun brought down, so I'll know mcseif what they're runnia9
short of." He gave me a laborious wink and waited ex-
pectantly.
"Yes, sir. I'll ask the captain if there was anything aboard but
machinery. Of course, I wouldn't know/5
Again he squinted at me, but with a different light in his eyes,
a faint grin parting his lips. "Of course not. An' you wouldn't be
tryin5 to kid an old man like me, would you?" He puffed his pipe
a moment, looking me up and down. "This tug'Il be layin' up in
a few days, but I might find a berth fer a likely iad on something
else. If I run across him in New York." He turned and sauntered
aft without so much as a glance in my direction, which Scotty told
me later was as good as a promise of a job.
Upon reaching New York I went to the Cuban revolutionary
headquarters and asked for Captain O'Brien. To my surprise, no
one there admitted having ever heard of him. Next morning, and
each day thereafter, I returned on the same errand, with the same
result, until at length a distinguished-looking little man stepped
from a back room to ask what I wanted with Captain O'Brien.
To him I told my story. After a few searching questions he allowed
me to leave a message to be delivered if and when the captain
showed up, and a few days later I was told to inquire on the
Dauntless, then tied up in Brooklyn. I learned there that the
little man at headquarters who had finally given me a break
was Tomas Estrada Palma, destined to become Cuba's first
President.
The Dauntless had been laid up for several weeks following her
last trip, having undergone a minor disaster which I regretted
having missed. This big ocean-going tug with a full cargo of guns
and explosives and a party of thirty or forty Cuban exiles on
board en route to join Garcia's army, had blown a boiler some-
where off the coast of Florida. Helpless, she had drifted around
tliree or four days until spotted by a revenue cutter searching for
filibusters. The cutter's officers had gone aboard, asked for the
captain, who said he was out looking for a wreck reported to be
near Nassau. Upon recognizing "Dynamite Johnny" O'Brien, the
lieutenant in command had grown sternly efficient. He must do
his duty, he declared brusquely; the ship must be searched for
contraband. This business of smuggling arms to the Cuban
revolutionists must be stopped. He had then proceeded to examine